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4ELLO. WELCOME TO ISSUE #3 OF SKURT 
COBAIN. THIS IS A ZINE ABOUT THE 
BEST/WORST DECADE: THE 1990s! 


THANKS SO MUCH To EVERYONE WHO 
| CONTRIBUTED! THE COVER WAS DRAWN BY 
_MY HUSBAND JAMIE. 


THIS IS ONE OF MY FAVORITE ZINES TO DO So | 
1 PLAN TO DO A LOT MORE. I CAN'T DO IT 
WITHOUT YOU. So IF YOU WOULD LIKE TO BE 
A PART OF THE NEXT ISSUE, ALL. OF THE 
INFORMATION IS ON THE LAST PAGE OF THIS 


X0x0 JOLIE RUIN . 


mixed media 
collage artist 





The Daria Spin-Off and the Limits of Nineties Nostalgia 
Abby Bayani (she/her) @abheitzman 


| love Daria. It’s one of my all-time favorite shows. So why am | not 
looking forward to the potential Jodie spin-off? 


First of all, you have to understand what Daria was about. The show 
centered on two white, suburban and upper-middle class young women 


*named Daria Morgendorffer and Jane Lane. They are cynical, sarcastic 


girls who snark their way through high school and teen life, pointing out 
the idiocy of everything in their all-American town. The show was a Gen 
X masterpiece that gave viewers the pleasure of seeing young people 
reject the world forced upon them. It was written in a socio-politically 
smart, aware, and comedic manner, which pushed it far beyond the 
cultural importance of its predecessor, Beavis and Butthead. 


However, neither Daria the show nor Daria the character was perfect. 
You can criticize the show for revealing the failures of the American way 
of life but not offering any workable solutions to dismantle the systems it 
lampoons. And the show itself goes to lengths to expose the 
shortcomings of Daria’s cynical attitude and perspective, specifically 
when it comes to race. 


Enter Jodie Landon, “Queen of the Negroes” as she mockingly calls 
herself. Jodie is just as intelligent as Daria, and she also sees the flaws 
in the socioeconomic spheres she inhabits. However, unlike Daria, Jodie 
does not have the luxury of outright rejecting said spheres and jeering 
from the sidelines. In the episode “Gifted,” Jodie tells Daria that she 
feels pressure to be a role model (or a token) for African Americans at’ 
the school (and in the show). She wishes that she could stop being 
perfect and adopt Daria’s negative attitude, but because of her race, she 
feeis that she cannot. Daria comes to understand Jodie’s perspective, 
but they come to the conclusion that their own separate ways of coping 
and dealing work best for them. 


And now we have the upcoming Jodie spin-off. At first glance, it sounds 
like a brilliant idea. Centering a person of color who was a minor 
character on a successful show, especially during a time of 90s 


t 


nostalgia, could be a great way to continue the conversation from Daria 
into the 2020s. However, upon further inspection, the promise of 
carrying on the show's spirit seems unlikely. Especially in the age of 
neoliberal feminism and girlboss culture, I’m wary of the spin-off. Daria 
could only have been produced in the atmosphere of the 90s, that’s for 
sure. How can we think that something similar would be allowed in the 
present day? | for one see the spin-off as a cash-out on empty “diversity 
and inclusion” and 90s nostalgia. The 2020s are not the 90s, and they 
shouldn't be. We need to keep looking forward and evolving if we are 


going to produce media that can satisfy our entertainment needs while 

also educating and inspiring us. That means not taking a character who 
literally complained about being a token and further tokenizing her. 
Rather, we should continue to address the issues people of color face 
while giving us original and satisfying venues to do so. | don’t want to 
watch a show where an African American teen is forced to fulfill an 
idealized role. | want to watch a show where she rebels, resists, and 

" rectifies. | love Jodie, so | don’t want to see her suffer through her 

proposed spin-off. 
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I’d scramble to my bedroom, flop on my. 
bed, reverently look through every page, 
and then oul came my pen for a second 
viewing. It was time to circle everything I 
wanted. I'd get tangled in my phone cord 
while talking to my best friend. 
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the same 
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Could we be twinsies? 





Could | guess what she'd 
circled that I 
hadn't? 
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I] wanted it all. 
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You know what ruined Delia*s for me? 


I was walking in the mall and there it was... A storefront. 

I thought it was everything I ever wanted and rushed inside... 
But for me Delia*s was never about reality. 

I think I only ever owned one shirt from Delia*s. 





As a teen, it wasn't about acquiring, it was about dreaming. 


Who was J? 

Who did I want to be? 

What kind of person was I? 
What kind of clothes fit my 
personality? How did I fit in? 





1 worked out so many of life’s questions pouring over those 
catalogues. I never got those orange cargo parachute pants that 
| lusted after, but I got something more valuable. 

It was the purest form of introspection | ever knew! 


mORe dARinG tHaN theY kNOw. 









It could be it could be her perfect, gruff 
gruff voice A A 4 
+ voice around flimsy stiliness 
The better part of her original 


ness of her own limitations. statement had dismantled the 
f depth of the awkwardness — 
her original statement an odd song. 


Anybody could be profound, 

gwkwardhess-- overdetermined, pointless, 

manipulative. 

Liz Phair used the word 

a “boyfriend” like a uniformly 
Pontos: mama flattering portrait — 

manipulative vain and degrading. A trite 


Liz Phalr production. 


used the word| 


Imagine that Liz Phair had 


something profound and 
devastating to say about 
women. 


The first breath could easily 

pass, but my head still seeks | 
to kiss a girl. | 
Her own life as a difficult son | 


could be mine. 


production . i 
Liz Phair is always even. 


Imagine that HR Liz Phair had somothing profound and - Mia Martelli 


dovastating (0 say about 


A little about me: 

Mia Martelli is a Brooklyn-based | 
dance artist. She creates visual art, | 
sound, and videos as a way to widen 
the scope of her choreographic 

Process. Mia is currently working on. | 
@ performance piece about Liz Phair. 
a Check out more of her work on | 
et Vimeo and Instagram: | 





vimeo.com/miamartelli 


A little bit about the piece: om 





IG: @mia.martelli 


Blackout poetry or "erasure" is the act of removing aspects from a piece of text to 
create a new statement. In 2003, Liz Phair put out a pop album ona majorrecord ~- 
label, destroying her indie credibility that she developed throughout the 90s. | took 
the albdm's scathing Pitchfork review and erased it into a love poem about Phair. 

This is one piece of a larger body of dances, collages, songs, and videos under the 
working title "Girly-sound." 
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HG ts | 
Electra Gardinier, Artist | 
| Drawing in pencil ue 


Instagram: @electralucille 


This is fanart from one of my favorite scenes in the 1998 classic film The 
Truman Show. | love $0's films and this one will always be one of my 
favorites. | was ten when | first saw it and maybe | just loved the idyllic 
world Truman grew up in, or maybe it was the unrequited love between 
Lauren and Truman. {| have seen the film at least one hundred times and | 
still cheer when Truman finds the door out. 
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In Praise of Sleep’s Holy Mountain 
Earache Records, 1992 
by David Boone 


Whether or not nature is self-organized using hierarchies per se, there 
does seem to be hierarchies that emerge in music if only because of various 
rarities — rarity of skill, rarity of genius, rarity of vision, of extremity, etc. In my 
way of thinking, that rarity (of availability, if nothing else) was one of the 
qualities that made underground music so much better to me. It had depth, 
power, and perspective that the mainstream pop pablum lacked. 


This established something of a hierarchy that challenged status quo 
assumptions ~ yeah we may be the scummy unpopular kids but we’ve got 
[insert iconic band name here], and you can’t fucking touch that can you? The 
peasant and social pariah, even if just for the length of a 60 minute record, 
knows what its like to listen like royalty to the finest quality sounds, even as the 
kings and queens can feel the momentary freedom of being high above the 
chains of their own superficial lives. That was — and is — the incredibly 
egalitarian force of the underground, and although that experience of it was 
often lost in the more liberal and culturally-rich urban enclaves, in the Bible- 
choked wastelands of the Midwest it was that rarity which made it all the more 
special to us. Not to sound elitist from the other end, but there was definitely an 
empowering feeling of ego that went along with being in “the scene”, however 
that manifested in your particular town, school, county, block, or what have you. 


Sleep is a rarity in several ways, foremost in being the formal 
inaugurators of a genre — in their case, the now-ubiquitous “stoner metal”. You 
can’t talk about Sleep without bringing up Black Sabbath, which right away 
takes us back at least 30 years to the late 1960’s — which, no matter how you 
define the terms culture and spirit, was the direct cultural and spiritual 
progenitor-era to the 1990’s. What I mean is, the 1990’s rebelled and reacted 
against the 70’s and 80’s in the same way that the 1960’s rebelled and reacted 
against the 40’s and 50’s. In an almost spiral sort of patterning, Sleep took the 
very best of what early Black Sabbath did, ran it through their own unique 
cannabis-fueled NorCal experience, and put out what is hands-down a complete 
gem of an album. 


The bridge between the almost-revolution of the late-60’s and the 
almost-revolution of the mid-90’s (one complete Saturn-cycle later) was 
centered neither on the politics nor the religion of it, but on the cultural 
impressions of freedom and openness which were allowed for via radical 
experimentation. Much later, entire band names and genre labels would capture 
and distill this neo-tribalistic cultural quality in ten thousand different ways 
(“Foster The People”, “VAST”, “shoegaze”, “Wake Up On Fire”, “emo”, 
“deathcore”, etc.) but take it back a few decades and you have early Black 
Sabbath channeling the source code of an apocalyptic vision of impending 
human global peril, and then Sleep compiling that vision into what could 
arguably be described as a tradition and artifact of cultural orthodoxy, outside 
the ken of standardized time (all times are 4:20 here, the Beginning and End 
have already happened...). 





The overt religious themes were not lost on either of these bands, and 
as someone who was raised in the thick of Fundamental Baptist guilt, shame, 
control, and obsession with sin, work, and perfection, they were not lost on me 
either. Discovering Black Sabbath as a teenager and Sleep soon afterward felt 
exciting and liberating, similar to how discovering the Book of Revelation 
tacked on way at the back of the Bible was a small epiphany — what, they let slip 
some actual cool and cryptic shit into this most boring of all boring religious 
texts of the weird unfunny southern sand-people? What the fuck were they 
smoking back then?! Oh yeah, probably rolled Pakistani hash, huh. We know 
what that burning bush really was... 


The first minute or so of “Dragonaut” — and I do not make this claim 
flippantly — could easily be passed off to the uninitiated as a Volume Four-era 


Sabbath b-side or outtake. Were it not for the heavier 90’s distortion and Al’s 
distinctly un-British vocals, this Holy Mountain opener could probably be sent 
back in time to violate the Grandfather Paradox with a reasonable chance of 
success. It is ostensibly the most Sabbath-like track on the album. Songs like 
“The Druid” and “Evil Gypsy/Solomon’s Theme” hearken back to the more raw 
and noise-laden sound of Sleep’s first album, Volume 1 — another phenomenal 
and groundbreaking record whose story deserves an article of its own, imo. At 
other places the Oakland 3-piece explores the much slower doom/sludge vein of 
their sound, the effect being a musical analogue to several of the “World’s 
Strongest Men” trying to muscle a freight train engine up a hill made of gravel. 
Sleep’s songs have their own self-existing inertia — it’s like they don’t want to be 
played unless they are forced out under duress, and even then they are much 
happier vegitating under a rock like a hibernating bear or snail. Listening to this 
album literally slows your brain down, in the best possible ways. Pairs well with 
Indica. 


In “Aquarian”, however, we begin to see the fullness of the cultural 
synthesis Sleep managed to effect. “The clergy arrives with the magic potion” — 
oh indeed they do, don’t they! LMFAO... Legions of metalheads and 
clandestine D&D players alike, harrowed by the insanity-propaganda of Tipper 
Gore’s PMRC and the Moral Majority’s “satanic panic” crap, are vindicated in 
one fell swoop by a musical offering to the Divine Cosmos that obviously gets it, 
and at the same time is weird enough to fly below the mainstream radar. Instant 
cult status, again in all the best possible ways. It’s like Sleep took all the 
ridiculous 70’s and 80’s New-Age hokum that California became notorious for 
(“the only way to fix it is to flush it all away...”) and distilled it — pressed the 
shit into a diamond, as it were. A strange, multicolored, fragrant, psychedelic 
diamond. 


Which brings us to the title track. Just listen to it. LOUD. No words I 
could ever possibly conjure would do it the slightest bit of justice. This is the 
album’s Great Doxology, for those of you readers familiar with that cultural 
referent. If you don’t yet “believe the signs of the Reptile Master”, you will soon 
enough. 


By the time we get to “From Beyond” the aura of stoner-religious 
mystique is in full effect, building to a brutally punishing riff that underscores 
what can only be described as the tale of pothead armageddon. “Zombie 

if apocalypse” from a certain lens? “The Stand” re-envisioned? Maybe. It’s the 








perennial Ragnarok narrative, told and retold in as many forms as there are 
living cultures. Which, as it happens, brings me to my final point. Sleep is a 
serious band with ostensibly serious themes, but they don’t take themselves too 
seriously and that is what makes them total genius in my book. You can dig as 
deep as you want into all the doomy mysticism and oblique references, but at the 
end of the day they’re just good, honest, inspired stoner-metal fun that’s heavy 
as all fuck. If you haven’t ever heard this album and have even the slightest taste 
for metal, please do yourself a favor and treat yourself to one of the most 
influential albums of the 90’s. 


Doutd Boone used to live in Porcdise Gily, where The grass wos 
green ond the ginls were pretty. urtil tt gol burned doun by the 
Tamp Fire in CU 1B. Now he lives in Eureka, “T Found if!” - oko 
atoun with mone weed shops than Fost Food joints. Gach him 


~~. @ worldofsimulocra. Or world ofsimulocro@ gmoil.com 
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Here's a bunch of drawings from 1996 when I was 9 years old. | used 
to draw in class all the time, always creating booklets of fanart to 
keep and trade with friends. | also collected secondhand teen mags 
from friends because my parents wouldn't let me buy those lol. 
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Amber Morrison Fox is an artist from Vancouver Island, Canada. | 
instagram: @ambervisualartist 


twitter: @amberartist 
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website: www .s 
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DID YOU KNOW THAT THE COVER OF SKURT COBAIN #? IS ) 
AVAILABLE AS A T-SHIRT?! YOU CAN GET IT ONETSY: 


THEESCAPISTARTIST.ETSY.COM } 











I NEED YOUR ART, ESSAYS, STORIES, | 
REVIEWS, INTERVIEWS, 1990S FASHION & | 
POP CULTURE, TVS, MOVIES, ANYTHING 90'S | 
RELATED! | 


PLEASE INCLUDE ANY INFO YOU WANT 
PRINTED ALONG WITH YOUR SUBMISSION & 
YOUR MAILING ADDRESS SO THAT I CAN | 
SEND YOU A COPY OF THE ZINE WHEN IT'S | 
OUT. 


THE DEADLINE FOR ISSUE #4 IS MY 
e¢ 


fe 


| 


OCTOBER IST, 2021 





THANK YOU! 
a RSNOGGLE@YAHOO. COM 
oh oy 
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